Ringleader 


Author: metlife 
Bands: Eagles of Death Metal, Queens of the Stone Age, The White Stripes 
Characters: Jesse Hughes, Josh Homme, Josh Homme, Jack White 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jan 14 2008 17:52:55 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

My second ficlet for the Desert Sessions challenge on Livejournal. It ties in loosely with \"Mr. Newton Should 
Take Note\" and \"It\'s True That We Love One Another\" Also features Dean Fertita, one of the newer 
members of QOTSA. 


‘Of all the sneaky, low-down, dirty... Don't you follow me, asshole!" Jack's eyes were flashing as he stalked 
through the Rancho kitchen, duffel bag in hand, guitar slung over his back. Jesse was following, gamely trying 
to wipe the grin from his face. 

"No, wait, man, don't leave, | swear it's not what you're thinking at all - come on, wait up!" 


Dean sat in the corner, taking it all in, wide-eyed. 


Jack whirled, turning to face Jesse. "What the fuck do you mean it wasn't what | was thinking? Was he or was 


he not watching the entire time?" 


"Well, yes. But really, he was just watching me." 


Josh strolled into the room, all nonchalance and swagger as he leaned against the door jamb, cigarette in hand. 


"Its true, man." 
Suppressing the urge to squeak and praying he wouldn't be noticed, Dean's eyes grew even wider. 


A smirk on his face, Josh continued, "Not that you'd be so bad to watch yourself. | do recall a certain evening 


not so long ago, a hotel room and a lot of alcohol..." 


The fury melted from Jack's features, replaced by the tiny beginnings of a smile, and he visibly relaxed. "l 


wondered if you remembered that." 


It was Jesse's turn to be wide-eyed, looking first to Jack, then Josh, and finally to Dean, mouth hanging open 
He snorted. "Oh, that's beautiful. Just fucking beautiful" He turned to Josh. "You asshole," he spat. He whirled on 


a boot heel and out the door, stalking into the cool desert morning. 


Jack's forehead creased in confusion. "Well, that was odd" He noticed Dean for the first time, and lifted his chin 


in silent greeting. 


Josh blew smoke out at the floor, eyes cast downward. "Yeah. Odd" Blue eyes rose to meet Dean's. "Deano, go 


check on him." Dean rose obediently, grateful for an excuse to leave. 


"Welcome to my little circus of a life, man" Josh turned to Jack, clapping him on the shoulder. "Let's go make 


some music." 


